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was so puzzling. It isn't only that there is here
the intimate record of an inner life, the private
confession book of a much more amusing and
iridescent Amiel, but that a high literary gift is
powerfully used. Observation, memory, descrip-
tion of scenes and persons beheld with the physical
eye, were Benson's great gifts as an artist. His
public use of them in his lifetime was severely
limited, in part by a code which forbade him to
give pain, in part by a shrinking from exposure
to controversy and criticism. He sedulously
cultivated safety. His gifts of description were
unsuitably employed in fiction, where his scenes
tended to be hazy and remote ; and in his essays
he occupied himself with the more agreeable
aspects of truth. Then, almost daily, he retired
in solitude to his diary, and (as it were) secreted
the vivid and candid thoughts that found no
other outlet. The exercise of frankness braced
him : his very vignettes of landscapes have a
clarity and terseness lacking in the pleasantly
soporific pages of the essays; there is a harder
style and a blunter humour. And many of the
pictures of societies and persons are as strong
and brilliant as they could be.

The total value of his portraits we naturally
cannot yet assess. Privately, Benson, if any-
thing, rather specialised in the wrinkles and warts
of his subjects ! Mr. Lubbock's discretion has,
very properly, allowed very little that is at all
striking to escape into print where living persons
are concerned. The glimpses of the dead which
he has permitted himself to " pass " suggest a